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I offer me to You.
Set my love in order!
I cannot stand
Any who stands against You.
I learn from these birds and cattle,
How in submission
They live for Thee.
Vichara,
You hear me not.
I am come.
I am to hold you
By reason of faith.
I find nothing wrong in you.
But in your ways,
In your neglect,
In your strange
And whimsical commitment
Of yourself to God
There is neither meaning nor message!
You seem to be dead
To the world; I must stir you
And bring you back to this world.
(Unaware of all else Vichara prays)
0 Siva!
(The cows shake their heads and the bells are heard.)
Crested with jnoon and Ganga You are! Blue throated You are!
With a nimbus of a milliard of moons You are! Munificent and magnificent You are! Umamaheswara You are!
1 salute You; I offer You
The seat upon these gemmy sands.
I wash Your roseate feet.
I offer You milk and honey, root and fruit.
I offer You panchamrta.
I bathe You in panchakavya.
I deck you with leaves and flowers.
I bedaub you with unguents.
Let my words animate these granules of sand.
Let me raise a pedestal with my sankalpa.
Let me assemble all sacred waters hereyasa's.
